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up to the most unkind reality, my studies in economics
back home in Pennsylvania were sadly wasted.
Whence, then, springs this strange detachment ?
The question might hardly be worth asking if its source
were exclusively personal. But it is not. It is a reaction
to India that many foreigners have experienced and ex-
pressed in my hearing with greater or lesser degree of
precision.
During the last war, in Delhi, a British Tommy and an
American G.I. spoke of it as I walked past them round
Connaught Circus. They were standing side by side
surveying one of the many " India for the Indians " and
" Quit India " legends chalked on the walls between the
shops.
" That makes me laugh," said the Tommy, in a tone
in which there lurked no trace of humour. " What wouldn't
I give to quit right here and now ! "
" Uh-huh," assented the G.I. " I kinda know how you
feel, but for the life of me I can't figger jest why Pd give
such a lot to pack up out of it."
" I know bloody well why I want to clear out," retorted
the Tommy. u Because, apart from the heat and the smells,
there's nothing about the place that makes sense. That's
why."
" You got something there," came the G.L's reply as I
moved out of earshot and lost the rest of his remarks.
That snatch of conversation stuck in my mind because
it gave an interesting glimpse of men very differently placed
to most of those who had said something of the same kind.
They had experienced that same impression just as it had
impinged upon a very learned and studious senior official
of the Indian Civil Service. He was no war-time visitor.
He had spent the greater part of his working life in India.
The country and its well-being were his business, and his
main interest in life as well. He spoke several of the
vernacular languages fluently. In short, if anyone should